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WITH  this  issue  of  the  Purple 
Parrot  we  are  venturing 
forth  into  the  unchartered 
realm  of  our  Chicago  campus,  ask- 
ing them  to  share  in  our  publication, 
and  hoping  to  offer  them  a  view  of 
their  own  life  in  this  Northwestern 
magazine. 

The  distance  between  Chicago  and 
Evanston  has  served  as  a  barrier  in 
isolating  the  two  student  bodies  from 
one  another.  In  asking  the  Chicago 
students  to  submit  material  for  our 
publication,  in  bringing  in  the  life 
of  this  "down  town"  group  by  pic- 
tures and  articles,  we  hope  to  tear 
down  this  barrier  and  in  some  small 
manner  unite  the  two.  Our  start  has 
been  slow  in  this  hoped  for  accouple- 
ment.  In  your  hands  is  the  first 
Parrot  using  material  contributed  in 
part  by  Chicago  students. 

We  are  no  longer  attempting  to 
compete  with  "dime  gag  book,"  but 
are  endeavoring  to  hold  a  mirror  up 
to  the  student  life  of  Northwestern 
University.  In  this,  we  think  it  only 
fair  that  the  "right  hand  know  what 
the  left  hand  is  doing,"  and  that  we 
should  share  with  one  another  the 
mysteries  of  our  Chicago  campus  and 
Evanston  campus. 
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PAINTING  THE  TOWN 
PURPLE 

WIfh  BOB  KERSTING 

Dining,  Dancing 

DRAKE  HOTEL  —  Herbie  Kay  and 
his  popular  organization  have  re- 
placed the  "King  of  Jazz"  here  In 
the  Gold  Coast  Room.  The  Sig 
Alphs  have  been  down  here  several 
times  en  masse,  we  are  told,  that 
tong  having  been  Ihe  one  to  fool 
Herbie  when  he  was  a  student  at 
N.  U.  several  years  back.  The  new 
show  is  well  worth  a  try.  Minimum 
remains  at  $3.00  week  nights  and 
$3.50  on  Saturdays. 

PALMER  HOUSE  —  Shep  Fields  has 
moved  in  with  his  "rippling  rhythm" 
and  an  entire  new  floor  show  down 
here  in  the  beautiful  Empire  Room. 
These  coupled  with  that  famous 
Palmer  House  food  make  this  spot 
one  of  Chicago's  most  popular. 
Minimum  is  $3.00  week  nights  and 
$3.50  on  Saturdays. 

STEVENS  HOTEL  —  Drop  down  here 
to  the  Boulevard  Room  some  after- 
noon between  four  and  six  for 
Marek  Weber's  Tea  Dansant  on  the 
Boulevard  Terrace.  Light  concert 
music  played  by  this  Austrian 
maestro  at  this  time  demonstrates 
his  versatility  and  explain  his  popu- 
larity among  his  many  swing-tired 
followers.  Minimum  is  $2  at  all 
times. 

BISMARCK  HOTEL  —  It's  official 
now,  that  starting  February  7,  Art 
Kassel  and  his  Castles  in  the  Air 
will  return  to  the  Walnut  Room. 
With  him  comes  an  entirely  new 
floor  show.  Until  then  Eddie  Varzo 
and  his  American  Gypsies  hold 
out.  Minimum  Is  $1  a  plate  on 
week  nights   and   $2   on   Saturday. 

Notes  About  Them 

We  are  continually  kidded  by  our 
New  York  friends  with  their  tales  of 
"the  best  bands  stay  east."  .  .  .  There 
seems  to  be  much  to  this  with  Glen 
Gray  and  the  Casa  Loma  Orchestra 


now  at  the  New  Yorker,  Benny  Good- 
man at  the  Pennsylvania,  Tommy 
Dorsey  at  the  Commodore,  Guy  Lom- 
bardo  at  the  Roosevelt  and  Al  Dona- 
hue at  the  Rainbow  Room.  .  .  .  Last 
month  we  listed  some  colleges  that 
American  band  leaders  have  attend- 
ed. .  .  .  One  reader  Informs  us  that 
Ray  Noble  is  a  graduate  of  Cam- 
bridge and  that  his  father  is  a  famous 
English  surgeon.  ...  In  Down  Beat's 
popularity  contest  the  swing  band 
ratings     now     have     Goodman,     Bob 


Crosby,  and  Tommy  Dorsey  in  that 
order  .  .  .  Sweet  bands  are  led  by 
Hal  Kemp,  Casa  Loma,  and  Lom- 
bardo.  .  .  .  Bert  Ambrose  and  his 
great  English  band  are  giving  this 
country's  bands  a  real  run  for  their 
money.  ...  If  we  were  rating  the 
bands  now  in  the  Windy  City,  we 
would  have  them  in  this  order:  Casa 
Loma,  Horace  Henderson,  Marek 
Weber  (When  he  doesn't  swing),  and 
Kay  Kyser.  .  .  .  Scotty  Wilson,  our 
(Continued  on   page   32] 
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The  Seeing 
Eye 


By  BOB  PARRISH 


Creation 

®  "To  put  it  bluntly,  Mr.  Parrish," 
said  the  interviewer,  "how  do  you 
write?" 

We  looked  at  him  steadily  for  sev- 
eral minutes  without  speaking.  We 
are  quite  nearsighted. 

"To  write:  one  must  have  a  soul," 
we  murmured,  drawing  our  chair 
closer  to  his.  We  wanted  to  see  him 
better. 

"Have  you,"  we  continued,  still 
keeping  ourself  very  composed,  "have 
you  got  visualization?" 

"No,"  he  replied. 

"Oh  my  Sod!"  we  screamed,  pros- 
trating ourself  upon  the  rug.  "He 
doesn't  have  visualization!" 

For  five  minutes  we  were  very 
quiet.  Then  we  slowly  drew  ourself  to 
our  feet  and  embraced  the  man  pas- 
sionately. We  could  now  see  his  face 
quite  distinctly. 

"All  artists  have  visualization,"  we 
explained,  mastering  our  emotions 
and  speaking  in  terms  which  would 
have  been  easily  comprehended  by 
any  child  of  three.  "If  you  were  an 
artist  you  would  understand.  The 
greatest  visualist  we've  ever  known 
was  a  sculptor.  He  was  also  a  homo- 
sexual, a  rapist,  and  the  murderer  of 


three  people.  This  last  act  was  his 
masterpiece.  One  night  he  found  an 
ice  pick  in  a  gutter  (it  stuck  him  as 
he  was  about  to  lie  dov/n),  and  he  at 
once  visualized  a  mass  slaughter.  One 
must  visualize  in  order  to  create." 

Our  interviewer  said  nothing,  but 
it  was  evident  that  he  was  profoundly 
impresesd.  He  was  trembling  vio- 
lently. 

We  clutched  the  man's  wrist  and 
led  him  into  an  adjacent  room.  "This," 
v/e  said,  "is  our  v/ork  shop.  This  is 
v/here  we  generate,  develop,  pro- 
duce!" 

We  seated  him  upon  the  window 
sill.  Then  we  approached  our  desk. 
We  seized  a  sheet  of  paper  and  in- 
serted it  Into  our  typev/riter  with 
what  might  be  (and  will  be)  described 
as  a  deft  twist  of  the  wrist.  We  sat 
down  before  the  machine  and  stared 
at  it  very  calmly  for  some  time.  We 
leaned  back  in  our  chair  disarmingly, 
and  all  at  once  pounced  upon  the 
keyboard  and  typed  feverishly  in  a 
violent  burst  of  inspiration  which  died 
as  quickly  as  It  had  come.  In  a  frenzy 
v/e  tore  the  paper  out  and  dashed  it 
Into  the  too  full  waste  basket. 


With  a  show  of  determination,  we 
placed  a  second  sheet  into  position 
and  glared  at  it.  We  were  the  master. 
We  arose  and  circled  the  desk  sev- 
eral times.  Presently  returning  to  fir- 
ing position,  we  bent  over,  bringing 
our  face  very  close  to  the  paper.  The 
latter  was  quite  as  blank  as  the 
former. 

At  such  moments  one  requires  stin- 
ulation.  We  looked  for  the  man  on 
the  window  sill.  He  was  still  there — 
unconscious  probably. 


We  walked  quickly  over  to  where 
he  was  sitting  and  gently  pushed  him 
out  the  window.  Then  we  returned  to 
the  typewriter  and  began  to  pound 
keys  like  mad,  turning  out  reams  of 
Inane  and  innocuous  paragraphs  such 
as  these. 


Facts  of  Life 

O  It  happened  at  one  of  the  recent 
and  muchly  publicised  informal 
dances. 

He  was  a  part  of  the  large  and 
not  so  confident  stag  line.  At  the 
close  of  each  number  he  would  pull 
himself  together  and,  with  a  deter- 
mined "looking  for  someone"  expres- 
sion, pace  briskly  in  a  direction  chosen 
seemingly  at  random.  But  when  the 
dance  had  again  begun,  he  was  in  the 
stag  line,  intently  regarding  the 
dancers. 

At  last,  in  a  blinding  moment  of 
audacity,  the  timid  one  stepped  for- 
ward and  tapped  the  male  shoulder 
of  a  passing  couple.  In  an  instant  a 
girl  was  in  his  arms  and  he  was  not 
quite  sure  what  to  do  with  her.  He 
began  resolutely,  and  none  too  ex- 
pertly, to  dance.. 

She  looked  up  at  him  question- 
Ingly,  and  it  appeared  that  some  sort 
of  conversation  was  in  order.  All  he 
could  think  of  to  say  was,  "Are  you 
in  a  sorority?"  or,  "What  school  are 
you  In?"  or,  "I'm  a  Kansan." 

Finally  he  asked,  with  attempted 
casualness,  "Where  did  you  come 
from?" 

"Well,"  she  said,  heartlessly,  "to 
tell  you  the  truth,  it's  a  biological 
process." 
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Word  Man 

O  Up  a+  the  Daily  office,  typewri+ers 
are  broken,  paper  is  thrown  wi+h 
abandon,  editors  swear,  and  reporters 
sit  around  looking  at  one  another. 

But  there  is  one  man  whonn  we  dis- 
covered on  an  otherwise  unexciting 
Monday  afternoon  and  who  made  a 
profound  inapression  upon  us. 

He  was  working  quite  calnniy  annidst 
the  turmoil  which  seems  necessary  to 
get  out  a  daily  (four  times  a  week) 
paper.  What  gave  us  a  start,  when 
we  impolitely  peered  over  his  should- 
er, was  to  observe  a  stack  of  paper  at 
his  left,  an  open  dictionary  at  his 
right,  and  his  fingers  flying  over  the 
keys  of  the  typewriter,  hell  bent  on 
copying  each  word  in  the  aforemen- 
tioned Webster  (abridged).  He  was 
arranging  the  words  in  neat  columns, 
and  he  seemed  to  be  doing  a  thor- 
oughly good  job,  too. 

When  we  left,  he  was  on  "coreop- 
sis" and  going  strong. 


ihat    was    when    we    learned    about 
Uranus. 

"The  planet  which  you  will  see 
now,"  said  the  demonstrator,  after 
completing  to  his  satisfaction  the  in- 
volved abracadabra  of  adjusting  the 
telescope,  "Is  located  1,782  millions 
of  miles  from  the  sun.  Though  it  is 
67  times  as  large  as  the  earth  and 
has  two  small  moons,  it  is  six  times 
invisible  to  the  naked  eye.  This  is  the 
planet  Uranus." 

We  were  very  impressed.  So  was 
one  of  the  pretty  coeds  who  stood 
near  us. 

"My,"  she  whispered  covertly  to 
her  companion,  "Uranus  sounds  more 
like  a  medical  than  an  astronomical 
term!" 


Sign 

9  Downtown  Evanston  looked  very 
Christmas  spirited  indeed,  with  Foun- 
tain Square  bearded  over  in  a  heavy 


growth  of  evergreen  and  a  merrher 
of  the  Salvation  Army  on  every  cor- 
ner and  college  students  hurrying 
toward  Howard  Street. 

Our  friend  stopped  quite  abruptly. 
It  was  a  cold  evening  and  we  were 
already  feeling  the  numbness  that 
heralds  the  approach  of  death  from 
freezing.  We  forgot  our  seasonal 
good  will  toward  men  and  asked  him 
why  the  hell  he  was  standing  there 
like  a  *&%x$XX**! 

"My  God,"  he  said,  his  eyes  riveted 
or  otherwise  affixed  to  a  sign  promi- 
nently displayed  In  the  window  of  a 
cut  rate  shoe  store,  "Do  they  have 
ihese    dating    bureaus   everywhere?" 

We  both  stared  at  the  placard.  It 
was  terse  and  to  the  point.  It  read 
simply: 

"HEELS— 15c  EACH." 

We  thought  it  funny,  and  some- 
one might  like  it. 

(Continued  on  page  28) 


Star  Dust 

•  Every  Thursday  evening  Dearborn 
observatory  is  open  to  the  public,  and 
on  these  evenings  a  little  group  of 
people  who  have  always  wanted  to 
see  the  rings  of  Saturn  or  get  a  close- 
up  of  the  moon  gather  in  the  observa- 
tory dome  to  take  turns  peering  into 
the  eyepiece  of  the  telescope.  We 
attended  a  recent  star  gazing  session 
and  It's  wonderful. 

The  whole  thing  is  a  little  weird — 
the  grate  of  the  heavy  metal  door 
which  closes  behind  as  one  enters,  the 
semi-darkened  dome,  the  monstrosity 
of  mechanism  that  is  the  telescope, 
the  sepulchral  voices  of  those  clust- 
ered about  the  machine.  We  had  a 
mad  desire  to  shout,  just  to  break 
the  spell.  But  we  didn't.  We  didn't 
have  time,  for  something  quite  terri- 
fying happened.  The  hemispherical 
roof  began  to  move,  raising  an  un- 
godly din  in  the  process.  Object:  to 
rotate  the  roof  opening  into  position 
for  viewing  another  constellation.  And 


I  Knew  I'd  Get  My  Pin  Back  in  the  End 
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CHARGE 

OF  THE 

LIGHT 

BRIGADE 

(a  la  Dorothy  Parker) 

By 

PHYLLIS  CARLTON 

Chicago  Campus 


WHERE,  oh  where,  has  my 
little  coin  purse  gone?  If 
only  this  ham  to  my  right 
didn't  have  muscles  protruding  all 
over  the  place,  maybe  my  hands 
would  be  doing  better — that  is,  If  I 
hadn't  had  to  stand  ten  minutes 
freezing  on  that  God-forsaken  cor- 
ner while  three  soulless  motormen 
passed  me  up.  Now,  some  girls  know 
how  to  utilize  their  charms.  They 
ride  in  state  to  work  these  hellish 
winter  mornings.  They  don't  play 
this  hide  and  seek  game  in  their 
purses  at  7:45  every  ayem.  My 
Puritan  upbringing  is  certainly  cost- 
ing me  a  lot  of  comfort  these  days. 
Oh,  here  you  are,  you  sly  little  dime, 
you.  Might  have  known  the  only  way 
was  to  sneak  up  on  you  when  you 
weren't  looking,  you  clever  little 
rascal,  you. 

Get  ready  for  the  charge,  little 
girl.  Forget  your  modesty,  little  Nell. 
Assert  yourself.  You're  one  of  these 


western  plainsmen  from  away  back. 
Think  of  the  honor  of  the  team.  You're 
from  Minnesota.  Break  through  that 
line.  Now,  now,  mustn't  say  a 
naughty  word.  Never  mind  if  you 
break  a  strap  in  the  offensive.  Vic- 
tory, they  say,  is  dear.  Think  of 
Schmeling's  map  after  he  beat  up 
Louis,  think  of  Lincoln,  think  of  Carrie 
Nation,  think  of  the  price  of  brussels 
sprouts!  Who  are  you  to  complain 
over  a  broken  strap?  It  might  have 
been  a  leg.  Probably  will  be,  if  this 
speed-demon  of  the  northwest  in 
charge  of  the  chariot  continues  to 
defy  all  the  laws  of  physics  by  slam- 
ming his  brakes  on  at  every  red  light. 
"Certainly,  certainly."  Yes,  I'd  love 
to  excuse  you  for  stepping  on  my  toe. 
Of  course,  how  were  you  to  know 
that's  one  of  the  only  ten  I  have? 
How  were  you  to  know,  you  precious 
moron,  that  I  brushed  them  for  two 
blessed  minutes  I  didn't  have  this 
morning   —  two    precious   minutes    I 


could  have  spent  filling  this  cavity 
between  my  yielding  ribs? 

So,  Alky-Sweltzy  takes  the  ache 
out  of  headache,  does  it?  Well,  my 
chief  headache  comes  from  looking 
at  your  silly  grinning  faces  in  that  ad. 
What  remedy  would  you  suggest  for 
that? 

"No,  I  don't  believe  I  know  you." 
No,  you  imbecile.  If  you  had  the 
brains  of  a  senile  jack-rabbit,  you'd 
realize  I  was  merely  admiring  the 
artistry  above  that  hollow  head  of 
yours,  not  gazing  admiringly  into 
your  azure   lamps. 

"Oh,  that's  perfectly  all  right." 
Yes,  too,  too  perfectly.  There's  noth- 
ing that  puts  more  zest,  my  precious 
imbecile,  into  this  car  ride  each  day 
than  picking  up  my  purse  after  one  of 
my  co-warriors  has  jolted  it  to  the 
floor.  Now,  now,  little  girl,  remem- 
ber your  blood  pressure.  Remember 
it  Is  the  Stoic  who  wins  in  the  battle 

(Continued  on  page  33] 
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YOGA  FOR  YOKELS 


OR 


DISINTEGRATION   OF   PERSONALITY 


i|.}.5.-3^' 


I.  THE  "TOPSY-TURVY"   POSITION 


By    NEAL    and    MORRIS 


ONCE  In  some  course,  prob- 
ably Thermodynamics,  we 
read  that  +he  word  Yoga 
comes  from  the  Sanskrit  YOGA, 
which,  to  those  of  us  familiar  with  the 
longue,  conveys  the  general  idea  of 
"union,"  or  "conjunction."  However, 
Life  magazine  authoritatively  asserts 
that  yoga  mean  "to  make  a  yoke.-" 
But  it  is  our  impression  that  the  ordi- 
nary undergraduate  gets  into  an 
awful  mess  if  he  tries  to  decide  who 
is  yoked  to  what,  or  as  the 
Hindu,  Swami  Yuvabanana  laconically 
phrased  it,  "what  is  yoked  to  which." 

We  have  pierced  this  etymological 
haze  and  now  are  ready  to  disclose 
the  surprising  intellectual  stimulation 
of  yoga's  meaning  and  practice.  In 
evidence  of  this  intellectual  incre- 
ment, research  since  the  turn  of  the 
century"  has  proved  that  the  only 
obstacle  keeping  Hindu  yogis  from 
Phi    Beta    Kappa    bids   Is   that   higher 


education  in  India  ends  with  the  sec- 
ond  grade. 

Instead  of  letting  thoughts  scurry 
through  his  mind  hither  and  thither, 
the  yogi  attempts  by  bodily  positions, 
to  Impose  a  few  traffic  regulations 
upon  his  rampant  ideas,  which  for 
lack  of  a  better  name,  might  be 
called  "synaptic  susurrations,"  shall 
we  say?  There  are  eight  basic  posi- 
tions which  are  on  the  "must"  list  of 
any  conscientious  yogi,  but  since  the 
Undergraduate  Mind  is  accustomed 
to  grasping  only  fifty  percent  of  a 
given  subject,  we  are  limiting  our- 
selves to  the  four  elementary  exer- 
cises. ' 

Position  one  Is  known  as  the  "Topsy- 
Turvy"  exercise.  In  such  an  exer- 
cise the  Yogi  succeeds  In  establishing 
a  union  which  the  Spiritual  Supreme, 
and  a  complete  detachment  of  per- 
sonality is  effected.''  Some  Hindu 
whose  name  rests  in  deserved  oblivion 


2.  THE  CHARLEY-HORSE  STAGE 


'Not  to    be    confused    with   charades    or  St.   Vitus'    dance. 

-This  is  not  a  typographical  error. 

■'One   must  not  disregard  the  work  of  Dr.   Marmaduke   FItiwaller  in  the  Calcuttan    suburbs   in 

1873.    This  courageous   pioneer  died    in   position  three,  the   advanced   cocoon  stage, 
'isn't  this  the   damndest  stuff! 
•'■Persons  with    no    personality   and    Betas   have    a    bit  of   a    head    start    here. 
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once  was  known  to  stay  topsy- 
turvyish  for  365  days,  conaing  down 
only  for  New  Year's  day  and  a  Few 
bars  of  Auld  Lang  Syne."  The  Yogi 
disciple  pictured  on  these  pages, 
credits  the  mental  stimulation  of  this 
position  for  his  present  1.9  average, 
an  increase  of  1.8  since  he  began 
yoging   in   his  spare  moments. 

Position  two  is  the  "Charly-Horse" 
stage.  In  this  exercise  our  yogi  is 
shown  completely  wound  up  in  his 
studies.  One  assumes  this  position 
by  flinging  one's  legs  into  a  running 
slip-knot.^  While  in  the  depths  of 
concentration  made  possible  by  posi- 
tion two,  it  might  be  well  now  and 
then  to  direct  a  stray  thought  to- 
wards ways  and  means  of  getting 
oneself  unfolded.  Reference  to  the 
pose  at  the  left  indicates  that  it  re- 
quires a  very  level-headed  person  to 
retain  his  balance  in  this  position  if 
the  hands  are  used  to  take  notes. 

If  you  have  been  taking  time  out 
between  paragraphs  to  learn  the  first 
two  positions,  you  now  are  ready  to 
take  a  hitch  in  your  breech-cloth  and 
try  the  "Advanced  Cocoon"  stage, 
the  very  last  gasp  in  classy  yoging. 
This  position  is  of  invaluable  assist- 
ance in  rapid  reading  since  the  eyes, 
of  necessity,  can  see  only  what  is 
directly  before  them.  This  exercise 
should  be  essayed  only  on  an  empty 
stomach,  since  remnants  of  a  too- 
recent  meal  might  get  thrown  for  a 
loss,  in  comparison  with  the  other 
two  exercises,  the  advanced  cocoon 
brings  one  closer  to  earth,  but  causes 
a  rather  depressing  narrowing  of  out- 
look. Anyway,  with  a  small  cash  out- 
lay for  liniment  you  are  ready  to 
begin  "cocooning." 

The     final     basic     position     is     the 
Trance,"      or      "Lecture-Reception" 


stage,  let  us  say.^  The  facial  appear- 
ance of  a  "position-four"  yogi  in  a 
classroom  often  has  caused  squeam- 
ish professors  to  dismiss  class  early. 
When  an  intellectual  climax  is  reached 
as  the  result  of  the  foregoing  exer- 
cises, the  yogi  automatically  falls  into 
this  trance  and  is  gingerly  carried  to 
patten  gymnasium  and  placed  before 
a  blue  book.  Here  his  mind  remains 
in  tune  with  the  "world-soul,"  the 
realm  where  examination  answers 
seclude  themselves.'' 

Now  the  number  of  variations  pos- 
sible from  any  given  yoga  exercise 
is  equal  to  the  sum  of  the  flexor 
muscles  raised  to  the  fourth  power. 
Of  course  a  minor  correction  must 
be  subtracted,  equal  to  r  plus  one 
minus  the  number  of  cramps  squared. 
Here  r  can  be  almost  anything  that 
enters  your  mind.  The  only  variation 
which  we  consider  practical  for  the 
curriculum  of  the  Evanston  campus  is 
shown  to  the  right  as  "Curricular: 
Type  I."  Practically  all  of  the  boys 
in  Ihe  R.  O.  T.  C.  unit  should  use  this 
position  to  focus  their  attention  upon 
naval   examinations.'" 

We  feel  that  in  this  discussion  of 
a  great  "ism"  we  have  outlined  the 
path  away  from  scholastic  oblivion 
and  towards  erudite  eminence.  As 
all  yogistic  pioneers,  we  are  eager  to 
initiate  the  novice  into  the  beauties 
of  "the  warped  body  and  the  straight 
mind,"  as  someone  laughingly  de- 
scribed yogism.  To  accomplish  this, 
an  instruction  and  tutorial  system  will 
be  instituted  to  supplement  the  bare 
instructions  of  pamphlets  on  the  sub- 
ject which  might  leave  one  stuck  at 
any  time  in  one  of  the  contortions, 
with  no  future  left  but  a  side-show. 
Well,  anyway,  it's  a  good  way  to  be 
the  life  of  the   party,   so  go  to  It!'' 


•'In  case  you're  wondering,  when  Yoga   walks  In,   bodily  functions  walk  out. 

'Yogis    with    universal    joints    instead    of    knee-caps    sometimes    attempt    a     Cape     Hatteras 

sailor's  reef   here,   in   lieu  of  the   more   conventional   slip-knot. 
■'This    particular    picture    was    snapped    as    the    subject    was    lost    In    an    Economics    lecture. 

Completely  lost! 
^Of  course  the  loin  cloth   precludes  all  possibility  of  crib  notes.    However,   some   yogis   have 

dared   to  resort  to  abdominal   notes — whoa!   we   meant  abominable. 
Impositions    have    been    found    for    practically    every    course    except   accounting.     This    seems    to 

have   no   place  at  all  in   the   Hindu   scheme   of  things.    Clever,    these   Hindus. 
I'lt  seems  the  only  practicable  way  to  attract  attention  at  a   sorority  open-house. 


4.  THE  "LECTURE  RECEPTION"  STAGE 


5.  CURRICULAR:  TYPE  L  POSITION 
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CAMPUS   BABBLE 


WE'VE  FINALLY  discovered 
the  place  where  the  smooth 
Phi  Sam,  Gordie  Tuller, 
gets  that  super-super  finish.  The  boy 
works  on  it  every  other  Friday  night 
when  he  attends  the  St.  Ignatius 
High  School  stag  dances.  Brother 
Cliff  Aspergren  also  takes  in  these 
affairs  and  each  time  becomes  more 
and  more  efficient  in  talking  the  high 
school  kids  into  letting  him  play  the 
piano. 

If  you  see  Gershon  "Bud"  Robin- 
son, who  is  Ted  Lambros'  foremost 
competitor  when  it  comes  to  know- 
ing the  first  names  of  Northwestern's 
students,  walking  around  the  campus 
wearing  formal  shirts,  you'll  know  that 
once  again  he  hasn't  been  able  to 
pay  his  laundry  bill.  "Bud"  has  been 
showing  Virginia  "The  Ugly  Duchess" 
Joice,  the  loop  hot  spots.  But  per- 
sonally, we  think  the  shirts  are  too 
great  a  price  to  pay. 

Helen  (the  back  seat  driver)  Peter- 
son, of  the  Gamma  Phi  Beta  Peter- 
sons, is  torn  between  the  opposing 
forces  of  Art  (Twenty  beer)  Mertz, 
Lambda  Chi,  and  a  yellow  Packard 
named  Jay  Cannon,  who  was  a  Beta 
at  Georgia  Tech.  Mertz,  who  used 
to  have  his  pin  on  the  gal,  is,  by 
force  of  habit,  still  in  there  fighting 
but  sixteen  horsepower  seem  to  be 
just  too  much. 

V/hat  is  probably  the  most  terrific 
crush  on  the  campus  is  the  one  held 
by  Marge  Wilding,  Chi  O  beauty 
candidate,  on  George  Kunz,  Beta. 
It's  been  growing  since  'way  back  in 
the  football  season  and  has  now 
reached  terrific  proportions,  having 
gotten  off  to  a  running  start  during 
the  Wisconsin  week-end  when  the  two 
met  in  Madison.  George  did  his  bif 
then  towards  helping  matters  along 
and  succeeded  only  too  well.  The 
biggest    fly    in    the    ointment    is    the 


Beta  pin,  which  happens  to  be  rest- 
ing on  a  D.  G.  bosom.  But  so  far  as 
we  know,  the  Wilding  gal  is  still  in 
there  pitching. 

The  many  friends  of  Ruth  Marcus, 
Gamma  Phi  queen,  are  hoping  that, 
with  the  Waa-Mu  show  fast  approach- 
ing, she  won't  start  dating  Joe  Miller 
again  and  cause  her  popularity  to 
take    the    terrific    slide    it    took    last 


B06    . 

C-At-^l  VAN 


year  about  this  time  when  Miller 
stepped  into  the  picture  momentarily. 
Which  may  have  been  the  difference 
between  first  and  second  places  in 
the  Navy  Ball  queenship  contest,  eh, 
Ruth! 

You  can  expect  to  see  a  Beta  pin 
on  Barbara  McGee,  the  smooth  D.  G. 
pledge,     when     the     semester    ends. 

(Continued  on  page  25) 


Why  Didn't  You  Tell  Me  Your  Boy  Friend  Was  an  Indian? 


PURPLE  PARROT 


JANUARY,  1938 


LET  THE 
MEN  WORRY 


By    CERRY    LEVIS 


\\ 


P' 


HONE    en    second    for    Leila    Williams!"    a    sorority 
sister  shouted  into  the  speaking  tube. 

Leila  went  to  the  phone.  "Is  it  man,  women,  child 
or  Sigma  Chi?"  she  inquired  sweetly. 

"Man  and  Sigma  Chi,"  answered  Bing's  voice.  "Listen, 
sweets,  do  you  know  what  week  this  is?" 

"Without  straining  myself  I  could  think  of  several  super 
replies  to  that,  dear,"  Leila  informed  him,  "but  I'd  hate  to 
spoil  the  fun.  What's  your  answer?" 

"It's  Prepare  for  Exam  Week,  and  ..." 

"Yes?"  Leila  prompted. 

"Well,  I  just  thought  ...  I  mean,  even  though  it  is 
Saturday  night,  I  think  we  should  devote  one  evening  to  our 
books.  Don't  you?"  Bing's  voice  rose  with  feeling  for  his 
cause. 

"Do  go  on!"  Leila  encouraged. 

"Well,  I  have  a  big  one  coming  ofF  Monday  morning, 
and  I  just  .  .  .  well,  I  feel  the  urge  to  study  for  it.  It's  my 
duty  to  the  fraternity." 

"Of   course." 

"Is  it  really  all  right  with  you,  sweet?  You  won't  be 
mad?"  Bing  forgot  his  Cause  and  registered  astonishment. 
"And  look,  it's  not  as  if  I'm  asking  you  to  stay  in,  too.  But 
don't  you  think  it  would  be  kind  of  appropriate  if  you'd 
study,  too?  I  could  think  of  you  pouring  over  your  books 
the  same  as  me,  and  it  would  sort  of  be  like  everyone  being 
silent  on  Armistice  Day  for  the  World  War  soldiers.  Get  it, 
sweet?" 

"Yes,  I  get  it."  His  enthusiasm  was  too  touching.  Leila 
smiled  a  bitter  smile. 

"Oh,  by  the  way."  Bing  was  suddenly  matter-of-fact. 
"There's  a  transfer  at  the  house  who  wants  a  date  tonight. 
Think  you  could  get  him  one  who  doesn't  show  her  mileage 
too  much?" 

"Yes,  I  think  it  can  be  arranged.  There's  a  cute  girl 
down  from  the  Michigan  chapter  for  the  week-end.  Name's 
Sue  Evers." 

"All  right,  Jack'll  be  over  for  her  about  8:30.  G'bye." 
The  receiver  made  final-sounding  sounds.  "Hey,  wait!"  It 
was  suspiciously  like  an  after-thought.  "Don't  forget  .  .  . 
I  love  you!" 

The  receiver  clicked  in  Leila's  ear. 

(Continued   on    page  30) 
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NO  MORE   PEACE 

THE   UNIVERSITY  THEATRE 
PRESENTS  A  POLITICAL  SATIRE 


»/; 


Drawings    by   Charlec  Vance 


By 
WALTER    KERR 


NOW  lha+  some  of  our  beHer 
playwrights  have  discovered 
(with  the  air  of  a  child  going 
to  the  theatre  for  the  first  time)  that 
a  stage  Is  not  just  a  place  to  erect  a 
house  looking  as  much  as  possible 
like  the  one  you  can  see  from  your 
kUchen  window  and  a  place  where 
people  go  around  pulling  down  win- 
dow shades  to  express  emotional 
intensity;  now  that  some  of  our  better 
playwrights  have  remembered  (from 
what  dim  past,  God  knows!)  that 
stages  were  meant  to  hold  singers 
and  the  makers  of  music,  comedians 
of  a  kind  planned  to  give  overtones 
to  a  more  serious  theme,  and  good 
healthy  satire — all  in  the  same  eve- 
ning's performance;  now,  then,  we 
are  in  for  a  taste  of  what  theatre  Is 
really  like. 

All   of  these   functions   meet   In    a 
certain   merry  little  item  called    "No 


More  Peace,"  authored  by  one  Ernst 
Toller  (happily  exiled  from  Germany), 
and  due  for  one  of  its  first  American 
presentations  at  the  University  Thea- 
tre in  February.  The  23rd,  24th,  and 
25th,  to  be  exact — if  that's  the  kind 
of  a  mind  you  have. 

Anyway,  music,  comedy  (emphatic- 
ally satirical),  and  a  rather  Important 
idea  manage  to  mingle  extraordi- 
narily well  in  Mr.  Toller's  cockeyed 
fantasy,  with  Napoleon  and  St.  Francis 
Interrupting  their  chess  game  just 
long  enough  to  decide  whether  or 
not  a  modern  world  dedicated  to 
peace  will  reach  for  hand  grenades 
when  spurred  by  a  little  provocational 
propaganda. 

Once  the  amazing  premises  of  the 
yarn  are  under  way,  modern  dictators 
become  hopelessly  entangled  with 
Biblical   characters  and   musical   com- 


edy buffoons  with  somewhat  stinging 
results.  The  debacle  ends  only  when 
one  of  the  more  Individualistic  angels 
decides  to  swap  her  heavenly  infor- 
mation for  a  new  pair  of  department- 
store  wings,  just  to  give  you  a  rough 
idea  of  what  the  play's  like. 

Charles  Vance  is  staging  the  show 
with  an  emphasis  on  Its  strictly  mod- 
ern technique  and  Its  satiric  implica- 
tions, while  Lee  Mitchell's  settings 
will  provide,  with  the  kind  of  unit 
devices  which  have  made  his  work 
at  Northwestern  distinguished,  back- 
grounds reflecting  the  controversial 
and  the  tongue-in-cheek  shifts  from 
human  to  divine  and  back  again 
which  the  Toller  script  demands. 
Some  of  the  music  is  being  done  by 
Grace  Georgette  Noee,  whose  Waa- 
Mu  melodies  of  last  year  are  pleas- 
antly remembered.  The  show  will 
depend  a  great  deal  on  its  costuming 
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Drawing   by   Lee   Mitchell 


and  lighting  at  the  hands  of  Berneice 
Prisk  and  Theodore  Fuchs,  providing 
them  with  something  of  a  craftsman's 
holiday.  The  production  as  a  whole 
really  falls  into  the  experimental  mold 
which  for  so  long  was  the  University 
Theatre's  major  claim  to  college  and 
professional   attention. 

The  cast  has  not  been  announced 


as  we  go  to  press,  but  it  will  un- 
doubtedly include  some  of  the  local 
headliners  of  the  past  few  seasons 
in  roles  far  removed  from  most  of 
those  they've  attempted.  Mr.  Toller's 
wisecracks  are  the  kind  which  call 
for  more  than  competency  In  the 
handling,  and  the  songs  are  expected 
to  achieve  a  blend  of  1937  rhythmic 


devices  and  the  lyric  profundity 
which  the  author  occasionally  per- 
mits himself. 

"No  More  Peace"  is  not  only  an 
important  play,  but — curiously  enough 
— is  also  an  amusing  one.  And  you'll 
exhaust  a  lot  of  anthologies,  my  dears, 
before  you'll  find  THAT  duplicated. 

II 
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Fashion 
Flurries  — 


By    JANET    POWERS 


Cruise  South  to  Fashionland  With  Northwestern^ s 
Pan  Hellenic  President 


I've  just  been  down  looking  over 
the  cruise  clothes  and  I'nn  absolutely 
writhing  with  envy.  They  haven't  been 
so  lovely  in  just  years,  and  here  I  am 
in  the  frozen  North  with  exams  com- 
ing up  besides.  There  just  isn't  any 
justice  is  there? 

I  found  a  little  consolation  though, 
in  looking  over  what  the  fashion  de- 
signers have  left  for  us  poor  stay-at- 
homes,  and  I  find  that  we  should  be 
able  to  fare  very  well.  For  one  thing, 
this  is  definitely  the  suit  season.  A 
suit  will  be  the  mainstay  of  your  ward- 
robe from  now  until  the  hot  weather 
comes  in.  The  classic,  man-tailored 
suit  is  still  the  favorite,  but  even  it 
has  succumbed  a  bit  in  the  trend  to- 
ward femininity.  Jackets  are  more 
fitted  and  shorter,  waistlines  are 
slightly  higher.  A  word  of  advice, 
look  for  good  details  in  your  suit, 
for  details  are  all-important  this  sea- 
son. They  must  be  unusual  details, 
too,  like  the  one  suit  I  saw  which  had 
six  pockets  on  the  jacket  alone  (it  was 
an  adaptation  of  an  original  model) 
just  for  the  sake  of  variety.  Get  your 
suit  in  either  a  men's  wear  flannel  or 
a  Shetland  wool  in  one  of  the  new 
shades,  Postman  blue,  oatmeal,  grey 
or  a  luscious  new  shade  called  crush- 
ed raspberry  (excellent  under  your 
fur  coat  now  and  equally  smart  later 
alone!),  if  you  prefer  dress-maker  suits 
(and  I  love  them  myself)  they  are 
simply  darling  this  season.  I  even  saw 
some  with  detachable  white  pique 
collars  and  cuffs  which  give  you  a 
suit  plus  a  two-piece  dress,  and  if 
I  know  college  girls,  two  are  always 
much  better  than  one,  especially  when 
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they  can  be  had  for  the  price  of 
one! 

You  are  going  to  hear  a  lot  about 
the  "youth  theme"  this  spring  and 
summer,  and  it  is  a  type  of  fashion 
which  should  appeal  very  much  to 
the  college  girl,  for  we're  the  ones 
who  can  wear  these  things  to  the 
very  best  advantage!  You  will  find 
evidences  of  it  in  all-around  sunburst 
or  knife  pleated  skirts,  small  round 
"school-girl"  collars,  and  boleros  on 
everything,  even  washable  cotton  and 
linen  sports  frocks,  and — on  the  most 
formal  evening  dresses.  If  you  are 
fashion-wise,  your  bolero  will  be  ex- 
tremely short,  in  the  Schlaparelli  man- 
ner, so  short  that  they  almost  give  the 
effect  of  a  collar.  Vogue  predicts  this 
"blouse  and  skirt"  effect  will  be  one 
of  the  most  popular  silhouettes  of  the 
season. 

Do  you  have  a  couple  of  dresses 
which  are  still  good,  but  rather  drab? 
Then  what  you  want  are  some  of  the 
new  lingerie  touches.  1938  versions 
are  definitely  feminine,  even  the  most 
tailored  white  pique  collars  have  bits 
of  Irish  corchet,  hand  fagoting  or 
embroidery  to  dress  them  up.  Have 
your  collars  small,  the  Peter  Pan  type 
or  shirtwaist.  Try  an  embroidered  or- 
gandy with  lace  trim  on  a  date  dress 
instead  of  heavy  jewelry  and  see  how 
grand  you  feel. 

A  "must"  in  every  college  girl's 
wardrobe  is  a  light  weight  woolen 
dress  In  a  pastel  shade.  Have  yours 
of  jersey,  rabbit's  hair,  or  a  combina- 
tion wool  and  rayon.  The  smartest  ones 
I  saw  were  simple  shirtwaist  types 
with  short  sleeves.   But  they  had  in- 


teresting and  clever  details  (see  how 
those  details  are  popping  up  every- 
where this  spring?)  in  the  way  of  zip- 
pers, studs,  clips,  suede  belts  and 
buttons,  or  grosgrain  ribbon  bind- 
ings in  contrasting  shades.  Take  your 
choice  of  clipper  blue,  desert  rose 
(a  lovely  shade)  aquamarine,  and 
sand-dune  beige. 

Evening  dresses  are  definitely  fol- 
lowing the  youth  theme — frocks  with 
enormous  billowing  skirts  of  net,  mar- 
quisette or  flowing  chiffon.  At  the 
Christmas  fashion  show,  they  led  the 
rest  by  far! The  bodices  are  mere  wisps 
of  fabrics  with  shoe-string  shoulder 
straps.  Watch  for  evening  dresses 
with  sun-burst  pleated  skirts.  Watch 
also  for  the  tiny  boleros  which  you 
can  have  in  self  fabric,  sequins,  flow- 
ers (and  I  saw  a  lamb  of  a  chiffon 
dress  with  a  jacket  made  entirely  of 
flower  petals)  or  fringe.  But  if  you 
prefer  slinky,  sleek  -  lined  formal 
clothes,  do  not  despair,  for  there  are 
many  of  these,  too,  especially  in  din- 
ner clothes.  The  smartest  ones  are 
those  which  are  adapted  (they  seem 
anyway)  from  Arabian  Nights  Tales 
with  draped  and  slit  skirts. 

In  fact,  I  would  say  as  I  think  all 
Ihese  cute  things  over,  that  we  ought 
to  fare  very  well  in  this  stretch  of 
"winter-into-spring"  don't  you? 

Yours  (still  wishing  for  just  one  of 
those  new  cruise  models). 


Dell  M.  Kiely 

NorthwjsJsrn's  committee  girl,  Del' 
is  one  of  the  Pi  Beta  Phi's  prides.  A 
junior,  she  has  had  her  finger  in  proC' 
tically    every    activity    pie    on    campus 
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^t 


It's  a  weary,  weary  world  for  the 
college  girl  if  she  can't  "follow"  in 
the  dance,  so  these  coeds  choose 
their  partner  and  work  on  a  few  of 
the  more  tricky  steps. 


Top  hats  and  tails  are  put  aside  as  the  Northwestern  students 
turn  out  -for  the  Freshman  Informal  Dance.  Tlie  music  for  the 
gala  occasion  was  furnished  by  Clift  Aspegren  and  his  boys. 


Roni  Miller  takes  over  the 
mike  at  the  Freshman  In- 
formal to  sing  a  chorus  of 
"My    Dear    Mr.    Shane." 


Are  Lee  Jeffries,  Evelyn 
Stonehouse,  and  Dorothy 
Petrie  sitting  down  after  be- 
ing stood  up  at  a  Willard 
Hall  dance? 


d    Hall's    activity   girls    are    cornered    by   the    Parrot 
grapher.  In  the  front  row,  from  left  to  right:  Shirley 
3n,  Marge  Allerdlce,  Donna  Schellaberger,  and  Marie - 
lb.  Back  row;  Helen  McGurn  and  Madge  Clark. 


June  Tarnapol  and  Russ  Mclntyre 
are  snapped  while  dancing  at  Wil- 
lard Hall. 


Roger  Call  and  Georgia  Anheiser, 
co-chairmen  of  one  of  the  In- 
formals,  pose  and  beam  with  pride 
at  their  handiwork,  a  hilarious  if 
crowded  party. 


Jean  Cotton's  sax  section  rips  out 
some  jig  time  for  the  Northwestern 
swingsters  and  swingsteresses. 


Edmona  Henderson  tries  in  vain  to 
pull   her   diminutive   figure   up   to 


mx  i' 


Fred  Elbel,  one  of  the  drum  majors, 
catches  the  bloated  baton  on  its 
way  down  from  the  ceiling.  Notice 
that  he's  still  looking  upward  as 
are  some  of  the  onlookers. 


Fred  "Pavlova"  Vanzo  in  the  thn 
of  his  impassioned  basket  dai 
releases  the  harassed  chickie  c 
the  sport  starts  for  all. 


XJ 


;-,U0l*^ 


Photos  by  Hughes  and   Helsmann. 


Mac  Wood  helps  Vanzo  into  his 
costume  of  baskets  for  the  famed 
basket  dance, 


V%iMi^ 


You  11  J3e  a  ijright  Spot  on  tke  Campii 
ot  lliese  riigli  C.olor  rrock< 


EitL 


er 


Teenva's  "Ka^  Wynne"  is  a  classic  tliat  is  well  wortL  getting  to  know.  Its  tailored  lines  are 
the  kind  you  never  tire  of — and  it  puts  a  world  of  individuality  into  a  few  clever  details.  Of 
Hopsackin,  a  liglitwei|kt  fakric  of  rayon  and  wool,  in  rose  and  clipper  klue—  as  well  as  tei|e, 
Llack  and  navg.    Sizes  11  to  17.    (At  ri|kt  akove).    Priced  at  SI  2.95. 

■  Tke  skirt-stud  frock  worn  ky  tke  twin  seated  at  tke  left  is  a  marvel  of  tucking  and  pleating — 
witk  a  cluk  collar  and  soft  kow  at  tke  neckline.  It  comes  in  lovely  colorings — dusty  rose,  aqua 
and  kei|e  —  in  a  li|kl\vei^kt  fakrie  of  rayon,  cotton  and  wool.    Sizes  11  to  17.    :J22.95. 

Teeiiya  Shop,  Fourth  Floor 
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Who  Said  It? 

'1  can   be  wholly  objective  on  this  depression   because   certainly   1   did 
not  create  it." 

Al   Smith.    H.   Hoover,    F.   D.   Roosevelt,   J.   P.   Morgan. 

'Judging  from  the  character  of  some  of  the  men  I  see  here  I  think  we 
might  substitute  cheese  for  some  heads." 

J.  Benny,  Warden   Lawes,  Sen.  E.  D.  Smith,  Wally. 
'I  know  personally  Mr.  Green's  digestion  is  bad." 

Col.  Knox,  Sen.  Wheeler,  E.  De  Long,  John  Lewis. 
'I  will  die  a  lingering  death  for  two  or  three  reels." 

C.  Sable,  S.  Tracy,  W.  Beery,   D.  Buck. 
'Unless  the  colleges  can  make  football  a  sport  again,  instead   of  a  big 
business,   I  do  not  see  a  bright  future  for  it." 

Dr.  Provine,   F.  H.  Yost,   K.  Wilson,   G.  Halas. 

'I  haven't  eaten  any  pastry  for  three  years,  but  I  might  on  my  birthday." 

J.   Phalen,   J.   Risko,   K.  Smith,   O.   Hardy. 
'Every   virtue    and    every    prudent    act    is    founded    on    compromise    and 
barter."  M.  West,    E.   Burke,    Plato,   Sen.   Borah. 

'The  man  who  complains  of  the  crumpled  rose  leaf  very  often   has  his 
flesh  full  of  thorns." 

Whittier,   Chesterton,   Longfellow,   Sandburg. 

'There  is  nothing  so  absurd  but  that  it  may  be  found  in  the  books  of 
the  philosophers." 

Coughlin,   Bacon,  Cicero,   H.  Johnson. 
'I  only  ask  that  Fortune  send  a  LITTLE  more  than  I  can  spend." 
B.  Shaw.  T.   Dreiser,   Holmes,   B.  Jonson. 

'No  man  is  a  true  American  who  hates  another  country  more  than  he 
oves  his  own." 

Roose/elt,   W.   Green,  T.  Jefferson,   A.   Lincoln. 

'Wild  oats  make  a  bad  autumn  crop." 

A.  McPherson,  Goldsmith,  S.  Jacobs,  Cynic. 
(Answer  on  page  35) 
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HORIZONTAL 

I.    Two    popular   lads   at    any    winter    gath- 
ering   .   .   .   except   a   W.C.T.U.    confab. 
9.    Hurry. 

10.  Metal    before    it's    had    a    college    edu- 
cation. 

11.  Ancient. 

12.  New    York's     most    famous     department 
store. 

13.  The   part  of  your  neck  you   never  see. 
(PI.) 

17.  An    Injun   fighter  from   way   back. 

20.  Printer's   measure. 

21.  The     Phi     Kap    house 
heart   of  the   campus. 

22.  Ergo. 

23.  Note  In  the  scale. 

24.  Where  you'll  find  "she"  you'll  flnd- 

26.  Near  to. 

27.  Society  of  Vixens. 

28.  Her    death    was    a    rea 
"Uncle   Tom's   Cabin." 

30.  To   accustom. 

32.  A  craze  for. 

34.  Pertaining    to    type. 

35.  Bury. 

36.  Hesly.    (Just  that;   this    one's   on    us.) 

37.  Donkeys,  to   be  polite. 


VERTICAL 

Author  of  "Topper,"  "Turnabout,"  et  al. 


tear    ierker    in 


2. 

Makes    both    cars    and    coeds    function 

more    smoothly. 

3. 

Nickname   for   a    medical   student. 

4. 

A  convent  Inmate. 

5. 

A  good  thing   but  hard  thing   for  coeds 

to  stay  out  of. 

6. 

A   fabulous   bird   of  Arabia. 

7. 

Railway    (abbr.j. 

8. 

These   times   will   never   come   again. 

14. 

It    makes    the    world    go    'round  .  .  .  not 

to   mention   heads. 

15. 

Postcript. 

16. 

TrI-Delt  prexy. 

17. 

Province    of    W.    Czechoslovakia    .     .    . 

lately     transferred     to     Greenwich     Vil- 

lage. 

18. 

Preposition. 

19. 

Grab. 

23. 

Virtuous. 

25. 

Pi    Phi   president. 

27. 

Eats. 

29. 

Get    these    in    your    drawers    and    you'll 

jiggle  for  sure. 

31. 

A  senator  from  the   middle  west. 

33. 

In  every  empire. 

I 


Copyright  1938,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


JVLodern  and  JV\.exican  JVlake  lor  a   Cray,   Inlormal 

Ivoom  in    Wnicn  Any  Coeo    Will  l_.ike 

to  L^ive  and  iLntertain 


It  s  no  surprise  io  us  that  so  mang  college  ^irls  spend  most  oc  their  time  outside  their  rooms 
— ror  who  could  appreciate  J::n^lish  A  (or  a  |ood  cup  or  tea)  on  a  strai|lit  chair  between  hlank 
walls?  No  wonder  you've  taken  matters  into  your  own  hands  and  rerurnished  your  rooms  in 
toto  or  at  least  until  their  hit  or  miss  origins  are  unrecognizable. 

If  you  lifce  to  build  Irom  the  |round  up,  you  11  want  a  studio  couch,  a  §ooa  desk  and  a  capa- 
cious chest  these  are  the  essentials.  Those  we  ve  chosen  lor  the  room  above  are  both  prac- 
tical ana  |ood  looking.  The  Simmons  couch  is  $44.75,  the  modern  walnut  desk  is  $59-50, 
the  desk  chair  is  $16  50  and  the  chest  (^somewhere  beyond  the  horizon  on  the  ri|ht}  is  $47.50. 
The  white  and  brick  red  homespun  draperies  are  $8.50  a  pair  and  are  wide  enou|h  to  pull 
clear  across  your  windows.  Cirace  notes  are  the  Mexican  scrape  ($22.50J,  the  huge  Mexican 
basket  (SI. 75),  the  shaggy  ru|  (iiQ.75),  the  liery  steeds  over  the  couch  ($6  each)  and  the  hand- 
some map  over   the  desk  ($7.50j. 


Furniture,  Ninth  Floor;  Lotnps,  Pictures,  i^lexicati  Crafts, 
Seventh  Floor;  Draperies  ana  Kugs,  Sixth  Floor 


CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO 


#(*'    Marlon    "Dickie"    Cepek    and 
•'■       Thomas  suffering  the  most  excruci- 
ating anguish  of  the  Dipsy  Doodle. 
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CAMPUS  BABBLE 

(Con-l-inued  from   page   8) 

We're  not  mentioning  his  name  but 
he  hails  from  Saginaw,  Michigan,  and 
he  first  offered  it  after  knowing  her 
seventeen  days. 

Al  Swayne,  ex-D.  U.,  was  the  lad 
who  had  the  more  or  less  blind  date 
with  Becky  Dawson,  Tri-Delt,  for  the 
D.  U.  formal.  He  really  carried  the 
thing  off  in  fine  style,  even  to  the 
extent  of  sending  the  little  lady  two 
chocolate  milk  shakes  on  the  night  be- 
fore the  affair  took  place.  The  card 
enclosed  read,  "Here's  to  our  suc- 
cess, both  yours  and  mine,"  and  the 
whole  afFair,  especially  the  milk  shake 
angle,  is  too,  too  romantic. 

In  case  you  don't  know  what  a  tri- 
dent is,  it's  one  of  those  long  thin  pins 
which  are  attached  to  the  pins  which 
some  of  the  Delta  Delta  Delta  girls 
wear.  Usually  they  give  it  to  their 
best  boy  friend.  Bill  Young,  who  waits 
table  at  the  Tri-Delt  house,  bought 
one  recently  for  Ruth  Urice,  in  high 
hopes  that  he'd  soon  be  wearing  it 
in  his  tie.  But  the  laugh,  and  it  was  a 
long,  hearty  one,  was  on  him.  The 
tri-dent  went  out  to  the  Urice  home 
town,  Vinton,  Iowa,  and  the  only 
thing  Young  has  left  is  the  bill. 

Common  knowledge  on  this  man's 
campus  is  that  a  Sigma  Chi  doesn't 
know  when  to  leave.  The  latest  in- 
cident to  bear  out  this  fact  is  when 
Sig  Ray  Hanson  on  Monday  night, 
Sig  Bob  Trusdell  on  Tuesday  night, 
Sig  Ralph  Michael  on  Wednesday 
night  and  Sig  Tony  Chrisman  on 
Thursday  night  are  caught  working 
overtime  in  the  Tri-Delt  recreation 
room,  the  situation  becomes  almost 
unbearable.  Incidentally  the  Hanson- 
Betty  Stone  affair  is  getting  better 
and  better.  She  recently  traveled  out 
to  little  Norway  and  met  the  Hanson 
grandparents  and  is  now  learning  a 
little  Norwegian  on  the  side. 

Does  Dick  Wells,  his  Psi  Psi  pin 
belongs  to  Gamma  Phi  Sinnie  Ander- 
son, know  that  his  lovely  blonde  sneak- 
ed  down  to  the   Blackhawk   recently 


when  a  lad  from  one  of  the  Eastern 
universities  came  to  town? 

At  the  Lambda  Chi  house  the 
brothers  are  beginning  to  lay  bets 
as  to  when  Chick  Young,  whose  pin 
has  been  worn  for  the  last  three  years 
by  Lois  Hoskins,  Gamma  Phi  rush 
chairman,  will  move  out  to  the  house 
for  good.  Chuck  isn't  seen  around  the 
frat  club  from  noon  Friday  till  noon 
Monday,  spending  all  his  hours  at 
the  Hoskins'  home  which  is  some 
seven  blocks  from  the  campus.  It's 
even  money  now  that  the  second 
semester  won't  see  Charlie  around  at 


The  classiest  organization  that  we 
know  of  on  this  campus  is  the  Friday 
Morning  Bridge  Club  which  meets 
from  ten  to  twelve  on  every  Friday 
at  the  3500  Club  (the  floor  hasn't 
been  swept  here  since  the  place  was 
built).  Ted  Suhr,  and  Harry  Sherwell, 
ex  D.  U.'s  and  Bill  Powers,  Lam  Chi 
pledge,  are  three  of  the  members 
who  have  sworn  not  to  reveal  the 
identity  of  the  fourth.  Suhr,  incident- 
ally, is  the  only  man  in  the  school  who 
can  get  tight  on  a  quarter.  Just  to 
watch  that  man's  sponging  activities 
at  ye  above  night  hole  is  worth  the 
price  of  a  college  education. 

Latest  reports  from  the  Alpha  Chi 
house  tell  us  that  Conchita  Sutton's 
back  has  completely  healed.  It  all 
happened  at  the  Alpha  Chi  formal 
when  Conchita  (My  Little  Hot  Ta- 
male)  's  date,  Rodger  Call,  the 
pseudo-exotic  dancer,  started  his 
bends  and  wide  end  sweeps. 

The  voice  of  Jane  Conley,  Alph  Phi 
pledge,  is  by  far  the  smoothest  we've 
ever  heard  over  a  telephone  .  .  . 
Skipper  Ray,  who  is  wearing  Moose 
Roberts'  Phi  Gam  pin  now,  has  the 
most  attractive  name  on  the  campus 
.  .  .  Bob  Savage  is  the  boy  whom  the 
Lambda  Chis  wish  would  confine  his 
trombone  practicing  to  the  telephone 
booth  .  .  .  Nancy  Powell,  Phi  Phi,  and 
Chick  Garretson,  Phi  Psi,  are  one  of 
the  campus'  better  looking  couples 
.  .  .  John  Keith  is  without  a  doubt  one 
of  the  best,  and   at  the  same  time. 


one  of  the  most  misunderstood  profs 
the  university  has  ever  had.  He  is 
also  the  only  one  we  know  of  who 
makes  any  effort  at  all  to  keep  in 
active  contact  with  the  student  body. 
We  could  use  more  like  him  .  .  .  Janet 
Meditch,  AOP  president,  has  the 
nicest  smile  and  one  of  the  best  per- 
sonalities on  the  campus  .  .  .  Ted 
Gianakopulos  is  certainly  the  most 
obviously  best  dressed  man  on  the 
campus  but  we  like  the  less  flashy 
combinations  that  the  Parrot's  editor 
and  Greg  Hackler,  Phi  Gam  adviser, 
get  up  .  .  .  Patti  Dorsey,  Gamma  Phi 
frosh,  gets  our  vote  when  it  comes 
to  queer  outfits  . . .  We've  never  been 
able  to  find  out  how  Bob  Cowan  gets 
the  dates  he  drags  down  .  .  .  Delta 
Tau  Delta's  Herman  Ogg  is  certainly 
the  prettiest  lad  the  campus  has  .  .  . 
New  Student  director  Johnnie  Nagle 
has  the  prettiest  secretary  on  the 
campus. 

Can  it  be  that  the  Phi  Psi  faculties 
aren't  elaborate  enough  for  some  of 
the  brothers?  If  otherwise,  can  it  be 
from  pure  malice  or  from  deviltry  that 
the  current  project  of  the  Brothers 
P.  Ferguson  and  P.  (it's  really  R.)  Saley 
has  developed  such  ambitious  pro- 
portions? With  the  S.A.E.  stunt  cup 
and  President  Scott's  front  lawn  be- 
hind them,  we  wonder  when  the  final 
crux,  the  Chicago  Theatre  foyer,  will 
be  reached. 

The  Wranglers  had  a  house  party 
a  while  ago  .  .  .  they  started  their 
clambake  off  by  having  everyone 
come  Into  the  house  up  the  fire 
escape  .  .  .  the  boys  were  gentlemen 
to  the  core — they  let  their  dates 
climb  up  the  ladder  first  ...  ho  hum. 

Wonderful  thing  how  two  good 
friends  can  differ  so  much.  We're 
thinking  of  Honey  Parmentier  and 
Barb  Freeman  of  Willard  Hall  via 
Kappa  Alpha  Theta.  It  seems  that 
Honey  has  so  much  appeal  that  the 
home  town  passion  is  writing  her 
plays  and  even  wove  with  his  own 
hands  a  divine  hooked  rug  with  her 
name  on  it.  Barbara,  on  the  other 
hand,    was    bemoaning    her   fate   the 

(Continued   on   page  29) 
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After  Finals,  Convalesce 


by  Bill  Sfivason 


There's  nothing  like  some  new  clothes  for  a  ionic;  and  when  they're 
colorful,  authentic  college  fashion  predictions  why  they  virtually  assure 
a  return  to  health.  With  finals  waiting  to  strip  us  of  our  knowledge  we 
will  want  to  be  sure  we  can  counter  this  dastardly  move  by  having  the 
correct  shirt  when  we  do  lose  it. 

The  male  species  at  Northwestern  will  be  coming  forth  this  spring  in 
things  new  and  different  and  so  decidedly  flattering.  For  a  good  example 
of  this,  pictured  here  we  see  what  he  will  want  for  spring  and  summer 
formal  wear.  The  latest  in  dinner  jackets  feature  the  shawl  collar  and 
come  in  Shantung,  the  natural  silk  color.  When  worn  with  the  turned 
down  collar  which  comes  attached  to  the  soft  bosomed  shirt,  and  dubon- 
net  tie  and  handkerchief,  it  makes  an  exceedingly  comfortable,  practical, 
and  handsome  outfit.  Colored  studs  to  match  the  tie  is  a  final  note  of 
smartness  which  can  be  inexpensively  added. 


Here  is  the  latest  in  sport  coats, 
a  natural  tan  camel's  hair,  which 
sells  for  as  low  as  $17.50.  The 
color  harmonizes  with  any  slacks 
of  any  pattern  which  you  may 
have  left  over  from  last  year. 
The  Dobb's  Cross  Country  hat 
he's  wearing  will  be  good  for 
now  as  well  as  spring  .  .  .  while 
the  straw  below  with  it's  colorful 
band  is  what  you  will  want  for 
summer. 


Possibly  the  biggest  sensation  will  be 
the  new  swimming  trunks  that  are  being 
shown.  They  are  made  of  form-fitting 
Lastex,  sell  for  only  $2.95,  and  can  be 
found  in  six  colors:  maize,  brown,  garnet, 
white,  black,  and  royal  blue.  Just  above 
the  trunks  you  can  see  the  latest  in 
sport  shirts.  It's  good  for  the  country 
or  the  city,  and  is  very  practical  for 
the  beach.  Comes  in  lines  with  a  her- 
ringbone weave,  and  when  it's  shown 
in  the  natural  shade  it  certainly  is 
snappy.  It  slips  over  the  head  and  you 
can  wear  the  tails  in  or  out.  The  wide 
lapel  lends  a  lot  to  the  "Skipper."  The 
ties  above  come  in  silk  in  any  color 
you  desire  with  almost  as  many  differ- 
ent pleasing  designs. 
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SEEING  EYE 

(Continued    from    page   4) 

Place  Where 

•  Why  we  went  down  fo  the  beach 
on  a  late  November  night,  we  don't 
know.  A  light  from  the  Navy  building 
played  on  the  breakers,  which  were 
smashing  in  like  anything  at  all.  We're 
a  sucker  for  watching  breakers.  Or 
perhaps  we're  just  a  sucker. 

The  white  stretch  of  sand  still  bore 
faint  traces  of  forms  and  footprints. 
They  made  its  present  desertion  more 
desolate.  Then  we  noticed  that  it  was 
not  quite  deserted.  A  young  man  in 
a  not  so  warm  appearing  overcoat 
was  lying  on  the  beach.  He  was  lying 
quite  motionless  and  he  did  not  once 
glance  at  us,  but  continued  to  watch 
the  water,  as  in  a  trance. 

We  were  disturbed  no  little,  for 
we  know  darn  well  that  no  sane  per- 
son lies  on  the  beach  on  stormy  win- 
ter nights.  From  what  frustration  was 
this  chap  finding  secret  escape?  Was 
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he  the  victim  of  drink  or  supressed 
something  or  other?  Had  he  finally 
succumbed  to  the  madness  of  North- 
western? We  didn't  ask  him.  We  went 
home  in  more  than  our  customary 
daze  and  began  to  write  with  more 
than  our  customary  incoherence: 

Northwestern  is  a  place  where  the 
chief  requirement  for  graduation  is 
that  you  have  taken  hygiene.  It  is  a 
place  where  most  of  the  students 
either  join  fraternities  and  sororities 
and  at  once  become  inert  or  else 
they  don't  become  anything  at  all. 
It  is  a  place  where  a  forum  on  Preju- 
dice (and  heaven  knows  there's 
enough  of  it)  is  highly  publicized  and 
20  people  turn  out  for  the  discussion. 
It  is  a  place  where  Harris  Hall's  in- 
scription, "The  making  of  men  is 
greater  than  the  making  of  empires," 
is  taken  for  a  risque  joke.  It  is  within 
a  flask's  throw  of  the  national  head- 
quarters of  the  W.C.T.U. 

But  there  is  always  the  lake! 
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CAMPUS  BABBLE 

(Continued  from   page  25) 

other  evening  to  a  girl  friend.  It 
seems  that  she  thought  she  had  noth- 
ing on  the  ball  because  no  one  boy 
had  tried  to  kiss  her  in  the  three  and 
a  half  months  she  had  been  here. 
Which,  of  course,  brings  to  our  mind 
the  question — what  the  heck  has  Bob 
Barnes  been  doing? 

Carleton  "Toy"  Van  Dyke  of  dear 
old  Delta,  you  are  my  shelta,  doesn't 
think  that  Iowa  millionaires  should 
take  chances  with  local  talent,  so  at 
the  moment  he  is  angling  for  Mariette 
Martin  for  the  D.  T.  D.  formal.  By 
the  time  this  comes  out  we'll  know 
whether  or  not  he  succeeded.  You 
remember  Marle+te,  of  course  .  .  . 
she's  the  tall  smooth  blonde  that  got 
a  pretty  good  toe-hold  under  the 
Kappa  banner  in  '35.  But  she's  now 
down  East  at  a  home-making  school 
where  the  only  thing  a  toe-hold  would 
be  good  for  would  be  lifting  those 
fallen  cakes  out  of  the  oven. 

Did  you  ever  hear  of  putting  sand 
in  a  girl's  girdle  when  she  asked  you 
to  help  her  loosen  it?  Ask  Bob  Rod- 
erick about  that. 

We'd  like  to  ask  her  Kappa  sisters 
what  in  the  heck  Betty  Carlyle  is  do- 
ing with  a  book  on  the  art  of  birth 
control  in  her  room. 

As  we  passed  under  a  Theta  win- 
dow the  other  day,  we  heard  mut- 
terings,  sounded  like  "alone  and  un- 
loved" and  "inferiority  complex"  and 
then  a  clatter  as  if  a  lot  of  rings  and 
fraternity  pins  were  dropping  on  the 
floor.  We  stopped  and  tried  to  hear 
more  but  alas  to  no  avail.  We  won- 
der, are  the  Thetas  getting  like  that? 

We  certainly  feel  that  a  number 
of  the  Willard  Hall  girls  are  taking 
these  things  called  study  hours  in 
the  right  manner.  We  hear  that 
three  of  them  are  in  the  habit  of 
studying  together  with  a  bottle  of 
whiskey  in  front  of  them.  We  can't 
mention  any  names  because  that 
would  mean  rustication  but  you  three 
will  receive  gold  medals  any  day  now. 
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If  you're  anxious  for  to  shine  in  fhe 
literary  line  In  a  way  folks  compre- 
hend, 

You  must  get  up  ev'ry  word  that  no- 
body ever  heard,  and  send  pedantic 
letters  to   your  friends; 

You  must  read  the  dictionary,  tell 
each  Tom  and  Dick  and  Harry,  and 
even  Sally  Newton,  "God  I'm 
wise." 

The  meaning  doesn't  matter,  since 
you  only  need  a  smatter,  to  be  the 
most  sophistic  of  sophisticated 
guys. 

Jack  and  Jill  went  up  the  hill 

To  get  a  pall  of  water; 
Jack  fell  down  and  broke  his  crown — 

I  bet  It  wasn't  water. 

m 

A  woman  went  Into  a  meat  market 
and  asked  for  some  kidleys.  The  clerk 
asked  what  she  meant  and  she  told 
him,  "Kidleys."  He  said,  "You  must 
mean  Kidneys."  She  replied,  "That's 
what  I  said  diddle  I?" 
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LET  THE 
MEN  WORRY 

(Continued   from    page   9) 

She  wondered  If  It  would  help  any 
to  rip  the  phone  book  Into  quarters, 
and  then  decided  against  It.  Getting 
mad  at  Blng  for  months  now  had  been 
doing  devastating  things  to  her 
disposition.  To  say  nothing  of  the 
wrinkles  appearing  In  her  forehead. 

"It's  the  beginning  of  the  end!" 
she  announced  In  dramatic  tones  to 
her  roommate.  "BIng's  at  the  break- 
ing dates  stage.  He  has  to  study. 
What  fun  for  the  kiddles." 

"What,  dear?"  Jean  critically  sur- 
veyed her  formally  clad  self  In  the 
mirror  and  seemed  satisfied.  "Blng?" 
Oh,  he's  prob'ly  been  struck  with  a 
streak  of  conscience,  or  something. 
He'll  come   'round." 

Jean  had  never  studied  psychology 
and  still  believed  In  rationalizing.  Be- 
sides, her  faith  In  men  was  as  yet 
unmarred. 

Leila  curled  her  eyelashes  and  re- 
flected. After  she'd  taken  his  pin, 
things  had  gone  smoothly  for  awhile, 
and  then  things  had  gone  not  quite 
so  smoothly.  He  was  pretty  sure  of 
her  and  lately  had  been  treating  her 
as  If  she  were  his  mother  or  someone. 
It'd  be  over  soon,  and  then  how  did 
one  go  about  getting  black  Into 
circulation? 

"Jean,  have  I  lost  my  charm?"  she 
demanded.  "Has  my  personality  been 
warped  by  associating  with  one  man 
only?" 
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"Oh,  how  should  I  know?"  Jean 
wailed.  "You  always  want  to  discuss 
such  deep  things." 

Leila  was  stubborn.  "Well,  has  it? 
Have  I  no  appeal  left?" 

'Maybe  if  you  went  out  with  some- 
one else  you'd  find  out,"  Jean  sug- 
gested helplessly,  and  fled. 

Leila  stood  stock  still,  her  blonde 
head  tilted.  Of  course!  No  one  knew 
about  Sue  Evers'  date  tonight.  Why 
couldn't  she  be  Sue  Evers? 

When  the  doorbell  rang  at  8:30 
Leila  managed  to  send  the  pledge  on 
duty  on  an  errand  and  answered  it 
herself.  She  was  totally  unprepared 
for  the  Greek  God  who  entered.  His 
smile  was  so  sweet  it  sent  her  stomach 
sky-rocketing. 

"Is  Sue  Evers  in?"  he  asked. 

"I  .  .  .  I'll  call  her.  I  mean,  I'm  Sue," 
Leila  gasped. 

"That's  swell,"  he  said.  "Shall  we 
go?" 

Leila  liked  his  bigness  and  the 
straight-forward  manner.  No  line 
here.  No  smoothy!  "Dear  God, 
thanks!"  she  breathed. 

Another  boy  and  girl  were  in  the 
car  and  when  Jack  started  to  make 
the  introductions  Leila  looked  up  and 
smiled  .  .  .  smiled  right  at  a  most 
uncomfortable  Bing.  So  he  was  study- 
ing. Studying  with  this  snaky  looking 
brunette. 

The  first  shock  of  numbness  passed 
quickly  and  Leila  felt  only  a  desire 
to  giggle.  She  bowed  her  head  gra- 
ciously, giving  Bing  a  wicked  glance 
through  her  eyelashes. 
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"How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Carter?"  she 
trilled. 

Bing  was  struck  dumb.  "How  do 
you  do.  Miss — uh,  Miss — uh  .  .  .  Nice 
evening,  isn't  it?"  he  collapsed 
against  the  back  of  the  seat  and 
didn't  open  his  mouth  all  the  way 
down  town. 

All  during  the  evening  Bing  tried 
to  get  Leila  alone  to  explain,  and 
after  awhile  when  they  had  a  dance 
together  he  even  remembered  that 
he  had  almost  as  much  right  to  be 
mad  as  she.  He  told  her  so. 

"But,  Bing,  I'm  not  mad,"  Leila  pro- 
tested. And  suddenly  she  knew  she 
was  free  again.  Free,  instead  of  be- 
ing ruled  by  his  moods,  his  ideas, 
and  the  fear  of  what  he'd  say  or  do. 
She  laughed  a  little. 

Back  at  their  table  again,  Jack 
suddenly  boomed,  "Say,  do  you  know 
Bill  Ladon?  He's  a  good  friend  of 
mine  at  Michigan,  and  I  think  he's 
engaged  to  the  president  of  your 
house  there.  What  is  her  name?" 

(Continued  on   page   32) 
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LET  THE 
MEN  WORRY 

(Continued  from   page  31) 

Leila  gulped  and  quickly  ^ook  a 
drink  of  water.  "!...!  feel  a  little 
faint.  Let's  go  out  and  get  a  little  air, 
please,  Jack." 

Hesitatingly  then  she  told  her 
story.  Gosh,  he  must  think  she  was 
awful  dumb! 

He  didn't  laugh,  or  anything.  Just 
looked  down  at  her.  "So  you're  sure 
now  you  don't  love  Carter  any 
more?" 

Leila  bit  her  lower  lip  thoughtfully 
and   nodded.  "Yes,    I'm  sure." 

Jack  grinned  brightly.  "It  looks  like 
I'll  have  to  take  you  in  hand  from 
now  on  then."  Leila  thought  she'd  like 
that. 

On  the  way  home  Jack  whistled  and 
Bing  sulked,  driving  stonily.  Leila  mar- 
veled at  herself.  Without  any  effort 


at  all  she  had  annexed  a  new  man, 
and  how  she  would  handle  him!  After 
this,  let  the  men  do  the  worrying, 
she  decided.  She  would  keep  her 
whole  heart  to  herself.  Well,  more 
than  half  of  it,  anyway. 

She  gave  Bing  and  his  girl  a  mis- 
chievous smile  when  she  went  in. 
"Goodbye,"  she  said.  "I've  enjoyed 
this  evening  with  you  so  much.  If  you 
ever  come  to  Michigan,  do  look  me 
up." 

Half  an  hour  later  Leila  surveyed 
her  ready-for-bed  face  in  the  mirror. 

"You're  a  changed  woman,"  she 
said  strenly.  "Don't  forget  .  .  .  you're 
gonna  let  the  men  worry.  It's  a  new 
deal!" 

She  hopped  Into  bed  and  lay  there 
thinking  over  the  evening  and  how 
really  swell  Jack  was.  And  now  that 
she  didn't  love  Bing  any  more,  he 
wasn't  so  bad  either.  There  was  no 
doubt   but  that   he'd    call   tomorrow. 

But  Jack  .  .  .  would  he? 


PAINTING  THE 
TOWN   PURPLE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
little  girl  of  Waa-Mu  fame,  is  doing 
some  grand  work  with  Fred  Waring 
on  his  current  road  tour.  .  .  .  The 
King's  Jesters  have  a  tricky  arrange- 
ment of  "Just  for  Tonight"  that  is 
popular  with  the  fans  down  in  the 
Blue  Fountain  Room  in  the  LaSalle. 
.  .  .  Doesn't  seem  to  us  that  Earl 
HInes  has  the  same  old  punch  he 
used  to  have.  .  .  .  Eddie  Varzos  does 
his  own  tango  and  rhumba  arrang- 
ing, and  does  a  good  job  on  it.  .  .  . 
Roy  Eldridge  is  back  in  the  Three 
Deuces  sending  his  many  fans  with 
those  torrid  trumpet  tunes  as  only 
Roy  can.  .  .  .  Lita  Gray  Chaplin, 
Charlie  Chaplin's  ex,  is  the  dancing 
star  of  the  Yacht  Club  now.  .  .  .  Saw 
Kay  Kyser  leave  the  stand  to  do  a 
tap  dance  the   other  night. 
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SOODNESS,TMEyl  YES,  MISS  CHUBBINS, 
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HANDLE  THE 
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THOU6H  THEY 
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OF  GLASS 


THE   BOXES  EVEN 
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INSIDE  TO  PREVENT  THE 
FRUIT  GETTING  BRUISED 


STARTS,  CHUBBINS. 
THEY  GRAFT  THE 
BEST  TREE  STOCK 
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PROVE THE  FRUIT] 
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ORANGE  TREE  SAND  I  SEE  YOU'VE  HAD 


SOME  EXPERIENCE  WITH 
OTHER  IMPROVEMENTS 
ON  NATURE,  JUDGING 
BY  YOUR  TOBACCO 


P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe 
fuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don't  find  it  the  mell 
Lastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a  month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


s  of  fragrant    tobacco  in 
ery  2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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SPECIAL  15  DAY 
EXCURSION  FARES 
SAVE   YOU    25% 

All  work  and  no  play  makes 
Northwestern  Jacks  and  Jills 
dull  boys  and  girls.  So  don't 
be  dull — spend  weekends  where 
things  are  happening — in  New- 
York,  for  instance,  or  in  Holly- 
wood— even,  perhaps,  in  your 
own  home  town.  Lack  of  time 
can't  stop  you — you  can  travel 
to  New  York  in  4  hours,  15 
minutes,  see  a  show,  do  a  night- 
club, and  return  the  next  morn- 
ing. You  can  fly  to  the  Coast 
overnight — absorb  a  little  sun- 
light and  be  back  in  Chicago 
in  time  for  classes  on  Monday- 
And  as  far  as  expense  goes — 
well,  you  can  fly  TWA  at  just 
about  the  same  rates  as  rail 
and  sleeper.  Meals  are  free, 
too,  and  there's  no  tipping. 
Cast  an  eye  over  these  sample 
fares  and  start  planning  a  real 
weekend — or    Easter    vacation. 


CHICAGO  TO 

Reglihr 
Round  Trip 

Excursion 
Fare 

New  York     . 

%  80.90 

%  67.42 

Pittsburg-h 

43.10 

.S5.92 

Ft.  Wiij  Ml-     . 

1.1.74 

13.12 

Coluniljus 

84.02 

28.3S 

Los  Angeles 

189.00 

157.50 

For  Information  or  Reservations, 
cajll  yonr  student  travel  bureau  or 
TWAj  Lobb)-  Palmer  House,  Phone 
State  2433. 


LIGHT  BRIGADE 

(Continued   from   page   5} 

of  life.  Remember  Job  and  his  hives 
— or  were  they  boils?  Remember  the 
Alamo.  Remember  fhe  Maine.  Re- 
member fhe  nighf,  the  night  you 
said  .  .  .  where  am  I? 

Oh,  yes,  it  all  comes  back  to  me 
now.  This  is  Chicago  avenue.  Out, 
out,  you  Minnesota  line-bucker,  you 
glutton  for  punishment.  Out!  Victory 
at  any  price?  What  if  you  do  leave 
a  finger  en  route?  It  might  make 
some  soul  a   merrier  Christmas. 

Watch  my  step?  Yes,  my  friend, 
that's  what  I'm  doing,  though  it's  no 
sight  for  eyes  that  love  beauty.  The 
way  you  step,  my  love,  anyone  would 
hazard  the  guess  you'd  been  under- 
neath a  steam-roller  for  half  an  hour. 
You'd  be  wrong.  I've  just  been  on  a 
street-car  for  half  an  hour. 

Come,  come,  my  pet.  Don't  be 
morbid.  Of  course,  there's  a  car 
coming.  Concentrate  on  that  and 
forget  the  minor  key.  Look  out,  now, 
look  out.  Next  time  you  get  in  a 
close-up  with  a  honk-wagon  like  that, 
you'll  find  yourself  filled  full  of 
fenders. 

"Oh,  I'm  so-o-o  sorry."  Yes,  I  am 
sorry.  Sorry  I  didn't  shove  you  off 
to  an  early  grave,  you  consciousless 
chiseler,  you.  And  still,  I  suppose 
you're  just  a  big  bunch  of  love — to 
your  mother.  That's  one  thing  you'll 
never  be,  my  girl.  A  mother.  You 
have  too  much  soul  to  bring  anyone 
into  a  modern  world  that  has  street- 
cars in  it  instead  of  a  simple  little 
rack  for  torture. 

"Thank  you."  That's  right.  Gleam 
with  chivalrous  pride,  but  don't  do  it 
so  obviously.  You  look  bloated.  Just 
because  I  sneaked  under  your  elbow 
and  beat  you  out  of  that  alleged  seat. 

My  street!  My  street!  Gott  in 
Himmel!  And  all  I  ever  asked  of  life 
was  peace  and  quiet  and  very  little 
of  that.  That  last  ounce  of  effort, 
one  more  shove,  one  more  push,  and 
you've  made  it.  Can  this  be  you, 
my  lamb?  This  torn  and  mangled 
body?  Oh,  to  be  in  Spain. 

"Good-morning,  Mary.  Isn't  it  a 
beautiful  day  to  be  glad  in?" 
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•  Sweat  Shirts 

•  Badminton 

•  Bowling  Shoes 

•  Gym  Outfits 

•  Hockey  Sticks 


FOUNTAIN   PENS 
REPAIRED 

We   Maintain   Our  Own 
Pen    Repair   Department 


NORTHWESTERN 
STUDENT 

CO-OP 


ASS'N 


,.v.*V'~ 
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THAT  TICKLES  ME- 


lllus+rated  by  BOB  COWAN 


I  remember  the  first  time  I  tried  it, 

I  was  only  a  kid  of  fifteen, 

And     even     though     she     was     much 

younger  than   I, 
She    was    far    more    composed    and 

serene. 

I  was  eager,  yet  awkwardly  backward, 

Uncertain  of  how  to  proceed, 

But    she    seemed    not    to    notice    the 

hesitance 
With  which  I  prepared  for  the  deed. 

It  was  out  in  the  barn,  I  remember. 
At  the  close  of  a  lush  summer  day, 
And    the    evening    was    scented    with 

clover   and   bloom. 
And  the  fragrance  of  fresh  mown  hay. 

I  remember  she  made  no  objection, 

Showed   no  evidence  of  alarm, 

For    I    loved    her,    and    I'm    sure    she 

loved  me, 
Since   she   first   came  to   live   on    cur 

farm. 
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I  remember  I  spoke  to  her  softly. 
As  I  cuddled  her  face  in  my  hands, 
And  I  saw  in  the  depths  of  her  eyes 

the  look 
Of  a  loved  one  who  understands. 

I  remember  she  moved  a  bit  closer, 
And  the  touch  of  her  body  was  warm. 
And  my  fingers  moved  awkardiy  over 

her  throat. 
While    she    nestled    her    head    on    my 

arms. 

Looking  back  on  it  now  I  remember, 
hlow  I  stood  while  my  head  seemed 

to  spin, 
With  the  thought  of  the  thing  I  was 

going  to  do. 
Yet  reluctant  somehow  to  begin. 

And   her  eyes  seemed,   I  thought,  to 

rebuke  me. 
For  waiting — for  being  afraid. 
And    even    old    Nellie,    our    ancient 

plow    horse. 
Looked  over  her  manger  and  neighed. 


Long   later  I   stood   up  uncertain, 

Of  whether  to  stay  or  to  run. 

A   tingle    of    pride,    yet   shaken    and 

awed, 
As  I  knew  at  last  it  was  done. 

I   remember,   It   seemed   hours   later, 
How  my   heart  hammered   under  my 

blouse 
With  the  joy  of  a  boy  that's  turned 

into   man 
As  I  made  my  way  back  to  the  house. 

Twenty    years    have    gone    since   that 

evening 
But    I've    never   forgotten    I    vow. 
The  thrills  and  the  joy  I  felt  as  a  boy 
On  the  day  when  I  first  milked  a  cow. 
Bud   Hurst  in  VooDoo 

^^ 

Co-ed    (after    pin    hanging)  —  I'm 
sorry  I  ripped  your  vest. 

What     do     you     think     of     North- 
western,  as  a  whole? 

The    Daily    plus   the    Parrot    equals 
FOO. 

Do  you  know  what  good,  clean,  fun 
is? 

No,  what  good  is  it? 

«=& 

What   Nationality  are  you? 

Pole. 

My,  Gawd  run.  Here  comes  a  dog. 


LiHie  Miss  Muffet, 
Sat  on   her  tuffet — 
That's  a  new  name  for  it. 


PURPLE  PARROT 


JANUARY,  1938 


On  Planning  a 
Curriculum 

By  Ohde 

The  University  Bulletin  of  Courses  is 
undoubtedly  an  excellent  infornna- 
tion  book; 

Fronn  the  outside,  at  least,  it  would 
appear  so,  though  we  may  find,  as 
we  read  it,  that  we  were  mistook. 

For  the  facts  therein  are  most  am- 
biguously stated 

And  complicated. 

One  learns  after  three  years  of  bitter 
experience  that  one  can  place  little 
or  no  reliance 

Upon  one's  own  interpretation  of 
such  sections  as  Course  Require- 
ments of  the  Degree  of  Bachelor  of 
Arts  or  Bachelor  of  Science: 

And  that  attempting  without  guid- 
ance to  select  some  sixteen  or 
eighteen  semester-hours  of  courses 

Of  course  is 

More  hazardous  by  far  than  playing 
the  horses — 

From  which  one  may  deduce,  al- 
though it  is  an  admission  of  defeat 
to  say  it,  that  to  see  one's  advisor 

Is  wiser. 

A  famous  Phi  Kap  made  a  phone 
call  the  other  night  to  the  Delta 
Gamma  house,  and  asked  for  Marge 
S.  The  girl  on  the  wire  said,  "Who?" 
He  promptly  said,  "Marge  S."  She 
again  asked,  "Who?"  And  this  time 
our  young  hero  asked,  "Is  this  the 
Delta  Gamma  house?"  This  time  she 
laughed  and  said,  "No,  this  is  the 
cradle." 

€& 

Phi — Your  sister  is  spoiled  isn't  she? 

Beta — No,  that's  the  perfume  she 

uses.  — Exchange 

m 

Where's  the  Gamma  Phi  house? 
Gamma  Phi  know. 

Answers  to 
"Who  Said  It" 


Herbert   Hoover 
Senator  Smith 
John   L.  Lewis 
Spencer   Tracy 
Dr.   Provine 


6.     Johnny    Risko 


E.   Burke 

Chesterton 

Cicero 

Holmes 

Roosevelt 

Cynic 


AMERICA'S  FINEST  CLUB 


MEDINAH  CLUB 
OF  CHICAGO 

William  J.  Hammond.  President 
505  North  Michigan  Wliitehall  4100 
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BOB  SWISHER— Phi  Delta;  "No, 
by  the  end  of  the  semester  you  should 
be  up  with  your  work  and  prepared 
to  take  an  examination  without  crib- 
bing." 

PHYLLIS  ARNER— A.  O.  Pi;  "No, 
by  the  time  you  are  old  enough  to 
be  a  college  student,  you  should  be 
interested  enough  to  try  to  learn 
everything  you  can;  and  by  cheating, 
you  defeat  your  purpose. 

EDNA  HATCH  —  Grad  student; 
"Yes,  I  have  done  it  in  a  pinch  in 
my  childhood." 

ISABELLE  LOCKARD;  "I  hardly 
think  so.  It  is  dishonest.  The  only  per- 
son who  really  suffers  is  the  one  who 
does  the  cribbing." 

STANLEY  FRANKEL— Phi  Epsilon 
Pi;  "No,  the  object  of  education  is  to 
teach  students  how  to  meet  problems 
of  life.  The  result  of  cribbing,  habitual 
or  seldom,  is  obviously  erroneous 
preparation  for  that  life." 

MIKE  ELSEN  — Phi  Ep;  "No,  you 
don't  get  any  value  out  of  it  for  your- 
self." 

J.  J.  SMITH — Sec.  of  Indep.  Coun- 
cil;  "Yes,   at  times.   If  you've   let  a 
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subject  go  all  semester,  you  are  a  fool 
if  you  don't  try  to  pass  the  exam  that 
way.  P.  S.  All  night  cramming  is  no 
good." 

BARBY  BROWN— Kappa  Delt;  "If 
you  have  slept  through  lectures,  cut 
your  classe,  and  not  crammed  for  the 
test,  it  is  definitely  justifiable." 

GEORGE  CALLANDER;  "Surely, 
because  sometimes  you  have  to." 

BEN  PATTISHALL— Phi  Psi;  "No, 
it  doesn't  gain  anything  for  the  stu- 
dent. The  student  is  paying  to  go  to 
college;  his  only  goal  shouldn't  be  a 
degree  which  will  become  meaning- 
less to  the  world.  The  only  end  pos- 
sible is  getting  an  education." 

ELSWORTH  NYBERG  —  Phi  Psi; 
Yes,  exams  aren't  fair  anyway.  I  guess 
cribbing  Isn't  fair  either  unless  every- 
body does  it." 

JEAN  SMITH  —  "Yes  on  some 
occasions  when  it  means  passing  or 
flunking  an  examination,  especially 
when  there  is  a  group  of  facts  in- 
volved. Some  people  have  better 
memories  than  others  so  cribbing  is 
fair  to  help  those  with  the  weaker 
memories." 


TED  GREFE— Phi  Psi;  "Exams  aren't 
important  enough  to  me  to  be  worth 
cribbing." 

JAY  PRITZKER;  "No,  one  should 
have  studied  previous  to  the  examina- 
tion well  enough  to  know  the  mate- 
rial." 

JAY  LASKAY— Lambda  Chi;  "Yes, 
if  you're  in  a  pinch." 

FRANK  WEATHERWAX  —  Beta 
Theta  Pi;  "Yes,  I've  done  it  with  a 
guilty  conscience,  but  it's  dangerous." 

MYRON  CHEVLIN;  "No,  it's  dis- 
honest. If  anyone  has  any  ethical 
standards,  they  won't  resort  to  crib- 
bing— ^they  will  know  their  material." 

MARY  ELIZABETH  COX;  "No,  it 
Is  never  justifiable;  it  is  just  plain  dis- 
honesty." 

OLIVIA  WILLIAMS;  "No,  it  is  not 
worth  the  darn  trouble." 

ELAINE  LYONS;  "Yes,  if  you  let 
the  person  you  cribbed  from  crib 
from  you  to  equal  it  up." 

JEANNE  SWANN— Kappa  Kappa 
Gamma;  "If  you  are  working  only  for 
grades  and  a  degree,  yes  it  is;  but 
otherwise,  you  don't  get  any  benefit 
— anyway  it  is  too  dangerous." 

The    smoothest    young    man    on    our 

campus  I  be 
And     my    widely    known    specialty's 

dancing. 
I  can  truck,  I  can  shag 
Never  stuck  with  a  bag 
When  I  do  my  entrancingest  prancing. 
Oh,  the   cleverest  fellow  on  campus 

I  be 
And  Orchesis  certainly  must  pledge 

me.  , 

^  i 

Do    you    know   the    difference    be-       m 
tween  picking  your  nose  and  picking 
daisies?  ^ 

No. 

You  can't  eat  daisies. 

^  I 

Don't     forget     the     butcher     who        ■ 
backed  into  the  meat  slicer  and  got 
a  little  behind  in  his  orders. 

— Frivol 


For  Winter  Sport,  From  Our  Snow  Shop 


Skates 

Nestor  Johnson  Hi  Speed. $4.95 

Nestor  Johnson   North 

Star     $8.95 

Sonja   Hefwe    S5.9.5 

Sonja  Henie  White  Shoe.  .$7.95 


Skis    from    4    feet    to    71/2    feet 


Poles 
Bindings 
Wex  Kits 
Presses 
Caps 


Trousers 

Gaiters 

Sox 

Mittens 

Earmuffs 


Second  Floor 


CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO. 


The  Men's  Store 


Monroe  at  Wabash 


Winter  Sport  Needs 


at  Special  Prices 


Ski-Jackets — Austrian   Style 

$6.95 — Windproof  poplin 
with  leather  pads  on  the 
shoulders.  Also  mercerized 
finely  woven  cotton. 

$9.75 — Poplin  authentic  jack- 
ets, zipper  and  button,  de- 
signed by  Lanz  of  Salzburg. 
Also  lightweight  wool  mel- 
ton. 

.$12.95— Wool  Gabardine. 


Parkas  and  Campus  Jackets 

$12.95 — Assorted  broken  lines 
of  Parkas  and  full  length 
double  breasted  wool  coats 
in   plaids  and  plains 

$5.95 — Waist-length  wool  zip- 
per jackets  with  hood. 


Do  Expert /I/Iarksaien  fiNo  wat 
C/iMEif^  CdswER  Tobaccos 

AfAfCE  A  V/FFEREA/CEF 


"YES,  SIR,  in  an\-  bunch  of  expert  shots  — 
Camels  arc  the  fa\()rite  cigarette,"  says 
Riiiisjrjici  Tr/ggs.  one  of  the  foremost  marks- 
men in  America.  "Marksmen  know  that 
it  takes  steady  nerves  to  make  high  scores. 
And  the  fact  that  Camels  don't  frazzle  my 
nerves  goes  over  big  with  me.  I  smoke 
plenty  of  Camels  every  day,  too." 


And  millions  of  other  people  — 
the  most  loyal  group  of  smokers 
in  the  world  — put  their  "O.  K." 
on  Camels  too—  making  Camels 
the  largest-selling  cigarette 
in  America 


TAKING  X-RAYS  is  a  deli- 
cate job — and  a  tiring  one 
too.  But  as  Miss  Myrtle 
Saulei;  X-ray  technician, 
says:  "When  I'm  tired,  a 
Camel  refreshes  me.  I 
get  a  '  lift'  with  a  Camel." 


"I'M  HANDLING  money  b\ 
thousands, "says  bank  tell- 
er, John  McMahoii. 
"Jittery  nerves 
don't  fit  in  with 
this  work.  So  it's 
Camels  for  me," 


HOME    economist, 

Elizabeth  Altiy,  says: 
"There's  a  world 
of  comfort  in  smok- 
ing Camels  for  di- 
gestion's sake,'  at 
mealtimes." 


OfAiFIS 


(ABOVE) 
Head-on  view  of 
Ransford  Triggs  on 
the  firing  line.  His 
.22  calibre  rifle  is 
equipped  with  hand- 
made sights.  He  uses 
the  sighting  'scope 
beside  him  to  help 
get  his  sights  set 
exactly  for  the  centre 
of  the  bull's-eye.  The 
glove  helps  protect 
his  hand. 


7W£  l/IR^ESr-aUfA/(r 
C/MRETre  /AfAMCRiCA 


